EXTREMES MEET

enjoyed this feast of sexual horrors, and her opinion of
Queenie rose. A girl who was capable of such exciting
dreams had something to be said for her as a companion,
whether she were a spy or not. Adele was even inclined
to wonder if perhaps the devil actually might not have
entered that big black cat, and she crossed herself several
times before she had ventured for Queenie's peace of
mind to chase him from the room. And when Queenie
had begged her to dine with her to-night and said that she
wanted to be early at the theatre Adele had been almost
affectionate. But Queenie had been so long deciding
what dress to wear that Adele had grown impatient and
told her to come on to the Cafe Apollo when she was
ready. Dinner must be ordered now if she was to be at
the Tip Top in time for her early turn.

Queenie, discontented with her looks, had just rubbed
off the rouge for the second time and was sitting in front
of her glass, making a third attempt to evoke that blue-
eyed doll so many men desired, when Waterlow at the
Hotel du Monde realized that somebody had come into
the dark room and sat down at the piano to play snatches
of Granados.

" Oh, my dear man, how you made me jump! " Vane-
Howard exclaimed, when above the rhythm of a Spanish
dance he was suddenly greeted in the darkness.

At the same moment down at the Pension Bonbon
somebody came quietly into Queenie's room and touched
her on the shoulder/and she leaping up with a cry let
her hand-mirror fall and smash.

" Ah-, please do not be frightened, my pretty little
girl," said Major von Rangel. " But come," he added,
for Mere Bonbon prompted by Adele had confided in
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